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Author's Notes: 

I'd recommend listening and watching the music video first before reading. Mostly since itll set the mood, and 
you'll have a good laugh. :) htHps://www.youtube.com/watch?v =|kFMJ4-aill 

| know what a lot of you's are thinking metallica and primus??? well Kirk is actually in the music video if you 
pay close attention, so | figured that would give me a free pass for this crossover. Tried to keep it light 


hearted as best as possible considering a little darker tone of the song. Anyways enjoy! Comments and 
questions most appreciated thank you! :) 


Kirk yawned softly, as he rubbed sleep from his eyes. 
Kirk had a slight frown on his face, when he seen Les at his doorstep, bright eyed and bushy tailed. 
It was enough to make Kirk's stomach churn, seeing someone so chipper this early in the morning. 


Kirk let out a grunted groan, he leaned against the doorway, "what do you want?" He grumbled under his 


breath. 
It made Les frown a little, "you forgot didn't you?" He questioned back. 


"Obviously | did man.. It's so early... | would never agree to get up at the ass crack of dawn." Kirk said, as he 


rubbed a hand over his face. 


Mostly in an attempt to keep himself standing, since he felt like he was about to pass out, and fall asleep 


leaning against the doorway. 

"You promised me the other night, you were gonna come fishing with me." Les frowned. 
Kirk squinted his eyes, in an attempt to remember such a promise. 

‘| was drunk, and high." Kirk said, mostly to try and defend himself. 

"You promised" Les pouted, trying to give his best overgrown kicked puppy expression 
"Not gonna work, I'm too tired" Kirk shut his eyes, to avoid Les's guilt tripping gaze. 
Kirk might have nodded off in that brief moment. 

When Kirk opened his eyes again, a revving of an engine had woken him up. 

It startled him, with his eyes coming back into focused. 

He looked down noticing he was in a car.. 

A CAR?! 

How in the hell did he- 


"Oh good you're finally awake, we're almost there~" Les happily chimed. 


"This is kidnapping!" Kirk huffed, trying to unbuckle his seatbelt. 
Then also noticing he wasn't exactly wearing his clothes either. 
"Did you change my clothes too?!" Kirk snapped, then giving Les a punch in the arm. 


Les let out a laugh, "what? You can't go out to sea this early in the morning, in just a tshirt, and underwear 


Kirk. You're wearing your jeans at least, sorry if my clothes are a bit big on you. | was trying to cut on time 


trying to get you dressed, thank god you're light as a feather~" He explained, with Kirk promptly giving him 


another hit in the arm in the process. 

"Take me home! l'm not going fishing!" Kirk barked. 

"Its a little late, we're here~" Les smiled. 

Les park his car in a lot, near a wharf. 

"I told you l'm not going.. I'm just gonna call for a taxi, and go home!" Kirk frowned. 

Les didn't seemed phased by Kirk's threats. 

"You could do that, but | know for a fact taxi's don't give free rides~" Les said in a sing song tone. 


Kirk patted himself down, realizing he didn't have his wallet on him, at the very least it seemed like he had his 
house keys. 


Kirk narrowed his eyes on Les, "Im going to push you off that fucking boat" He snapped 
"That's the spirit Kirkl~" Les smiled, then reaching out the ruffle Kirk's hair. 

If Kirk was a dog, it would be pretty certain, he would have bit off Les's hand. 

All Kirk wanted to do was sleep, he glared at the boat, that was lightly rocking in the harbor. 


When the two of them walked up, Kirk was a little startled at all the people, and also all the instrument 
equipment being loaded onto the boat. 


"What's going on?.. | thought you said we were going fishing?.." Kirk frowned. 

"Well.. Kinda, have to record for our music video, then we can go fishing." Les explained. 
Kirk narrowed his eyes on Les. 

If Kirk wasn't so tired, he would usually be up for anything. 

Kirk looked down when he was handed something, a couple of earbuds. 


"You're definitely going to need them, might go deaf out there, with Herb's playing, then the sound of the 


motor on the boat." Les explained. 


"Gee thanks." Kirk rolled his eyes, as the two of them hopped onto the boat. 


Like any other music video, that had the band playing ‘live. There was a loud recording playing the in the 
background, as they mimicked their playing. 


Their instruments weren't actually plugged in, however Herb's drum playing was certainly real, since pretending 
to play was a lot harder to do with drums. 


The boat itself was certainly filled with people, trying to get the right angles while recording. 


Friends of the band, including Kirk, were just background characters, to feed into the theme of a fishing trip, 
that would center around the story itself for the video. 


Les's eyes looked around curiously, as he pretended to play his bass. 
From what he could tell, it seemed like Kirk was finally perking up. 
He didn't look as grumpy, as he sulked in a corner. 


Maybe Kirk finally just accepted the fact, he wasn't going to get off this boat anytime soon, and accepted his 
fate. 


Les smiled a little to himself. 


No one could actually fish while the boat was going 30mph, so that left everyone else casually chit chatting 
over Herb's drum playing, and the boat's engine. 


They did a couple of takes, since pretending for Les was usually very fun actually. 


When most of the instruments were put away, they did a few different takes, of everyone on the edge of the 
boat pretending to fish. 


Kirk made a mocking face to the camera, who knew if it was going to be used or not. However at this point 


Kirk didn't really give a fuck, his sunglasses that Les had given him, covered his tired eyes. 
The cold spritz of water from the ocean hitting his face woke him up a bit more, to his dismay. 


"Are we ever going to fish?" Kirk asked, as he leaned against the railing of the side of the boat. 


"Awww~ You actually want too?~" Les beamed happily, giving the top of Kirk's head a pat. 


"Well you said we were going to go fishing, then you said after the video shoot, and now after more recording. 


Make up your mind already, because | am not having fun." Kirk pouted, 


Les did look a little guilty now, even though Kirk didn't want to be on the open sea. Les did promise they would 
be fishing, hell that was the whole theme wasn't it? 


Les itched his long mohawk, "you're right, stay right here." He instructed, then leaving Kirk's side. 

Kirk watched as Les disappeared. 

Their boat was still in the San Francisco bay area, as it slowed down. 

The water was still quite choppy, so they couldn't fully stop. 

"You look like you're having fun" Larry spoke up, having came up beside Kirk. 

"Oodles." Kirk frowned. 

‘I'm surprised you came out, thought you hated fishing." Larry teased. 

"Well | was kidnapped, so | didn't have much choice." Kirk pouted, he leaned against the railing on the boat. 


"Kidnapped? Think that might be tame for Les, since he could chop up your body and feed you to sharks out 
here." Larry chuckled softly. 


"Well he might do that to you." Kirk leaned over, "but | think he'd rather have me bent over the side of this 


railing, and fucking me till my legs buckle." He whispered into Larry's ear. 

Larry turned bright red in the face. 

Kirk was definitely in a feisty mood, he did smile a bit to himself, when Larry was suddenly quiet. 

Less than a moment later Les came around again. 

"Now we can fish! You alright there Ler? You look a little red, get sunburned?" Les asked his guitarist. 

"No." Larry frowned, then practically stomping off away from them, to join Herb on the other side of the boat. 


Les itched his head again, wondering why Larry was suddenly acting weird. 


"Fishing remember?" Kirk frowned. 


"Oh! Right!" Les smiled, then helping Kirk with his fishing pole. 


"Why're you showing me around the boat again?" Kirk asked, as Les made him tag along with a small tour. 
"What? This is a lot nicer than, that litle dingy | had before Kirk" Les smiled 

"Here I'll even let you steer." Les added, as they walked to a little room in the middle of the boat. 

Les shooed away whoever was in charge of steering at the moment. 

Les gestured with his hand, for Kirk to take a seat behind the wheel. 

Kirk did so, with Les showing him how to use the controls. 

Les was leaned over Kirk a little, his head resting on his shoulder. 


"Can't go too fast, but she really is a dream~" Les smiled, putting his hand over Kirk's, when speeding up the 
boat. 


At least this was a bit fun Kirk thought, he never drove a boat around before and.. 
Kirk flushed a little, when Les's hand snake down to touch his thigh. 

"Really?" Kirk mocked, he didn't stop Les as he stroked his inner thigh. 

"What? Everyone's busy fishing right now~" Les breathed against Kirk's ear. 


"Think you're out of your mind, if you think I'd let you get frisky with me. When you got ten other dudes like 
twelve feet away from us." Kirk kept his tone hushed. 


"That's true hmm.." Les briefly thought about it. 


‘Oh wait | haven't shown you the rest of the boat~" Les slapped his palm to the top of his own head, at his 


realization. 


Les immediately shooed Kirk out of the seat. 


"Hey Mitch, one more lap, and head back for shore we got a storm coming." Les instructed, before practically 


carting off Kirk below deck. 
Kirk's eyes curiously looking around. 


You could hear the water sloshing and hitting the boat a lot clearer, and also all the other small little noises it 
made. Which consisted a lot of creaking, and distant chatter from friends, and bandmates. 


There wasn't much Kirk could see, a bathroom, and a small bedroom. 

Les pulled him along to the latter. 

Kirk briefly lost balance, since the boat tipped a little unexpectedly 

Les caught him around the waist, "you need to get your sea legs Kirk!" He teased 

The door was shut, Les used the latch lock on the door, to hopefully give them privacy. 


"We're still on a boat, with a bunch of dudes, out in the Pacific ocean Do you really think I'm in the mood?" 


Kirk questioned 

"Yep." Les smiled, with Kirk frowning in response. 

"Bet you never did it on a boat before~" Les waggled his eyebrows at Kirk. 

"You're getting too cocky you know. You kidnapped me, l'm tired, and you wanna fuck me? What about me huh?" 
Kirk questioned 

"Its always about you baby~" Les coved, tilting Kirk's chin up to look at him. 

Kirk blushed, turning his head shyly away, with Les kissing him along his jaw. 

"You're full of it Les." Kirk pouted, not too easily swayed by Les's words. 

"Want me to show you?" Les asked, whilst having a sly smile on his face. 

"Do | have a choice?" Kirk countered, his dark eyes glaring into Les's. 


"Course you do.. But | know in that pretty little head, you always wanna know, what | got up my sleeve for 
you~" Les smiled, he pulled Kirk closer. 


The space between them was closed, as Les leaned in to kiss Kirk. 

It always annoyed Kirk sometimes, when Les would get so smug like this. Like he always knew what to say to 
get back into Kirk's good side. Sometimes it was actually freaky, like Les could read his mind or something. Then 
again Kirk didn't dwell on it long, as their kiss deepened, and his hand clutched tightly to Les's thick canvas 
jacket. 

Les guided them closer to the cot in the room. 

Both of them almost losing their balance on the rocky boat. 

Thankfully Les managed to get Kirk closer to the cot. 

"Uhh---hhh.Uhh-hhnn~" Kirk moaned out under his breath. 

His legs started to give out, his hips bucked forward into Les's hand. 

Les had Kirk bent over the side of the cot. 

Kirk's hands tightly clutched the covers on the cot itself. 

"Shhh baby.. Can't get too loud." Les let out a happy sigh. 

Les currently had a couple of his fingers worked into Kirk's ass, while his other hand stroked his cock 

Les curled and thrusted his fingers inside Kirk, he enjoyed all the small noises Kirk was making beneath him. 
Les kissed the crook of Kirk's neck. 

Kirk's moans quieted down, "fuck me.." He almost couldn't bare to wait any longer. 

Les figured as much that Kirk would come around again. 

"This is about you remember?" Les teased. 

Kirk was flushing practically down to his neck, he felt Les's hot breath against his ear. 


Les stroked Kirk's length harder, with Kirk himself letting out whimpering moans. 


Kirk's eyes started to roll back, his bit his lip hard, as he out a muffled groan as he came across Les's 
fingers. 


Kirk panted against the covers, he cooed softly, when he felt Les nuzzle his face against the back of his head. 


Les hoped now, he'd be on Kirk's good side again. 
Kirk's hair was a little mussed when he fixed his pants, and tucked himself back in. 


"Don't you think you're off of my shitlist, you still have to make it up to me." Kirk frowned, as he stood back 


up, and almost falling over with the boat rocking. 
Les caught him again, he let out a small laugh. 
"What would you want me on my knees groveling for forgiveness?" Les teased. 


"That's a start." Kirk smirked. 


The both of them heard a crack of thunder in the distance, then rainfall coming down, they could see through 


the small window. 


"Don't look so worried Kirk, we're almost to shore~" Les smiled, giving Kirk's head a pat, as they headed back 
on deck. 


Kirk blushed, "I know that." He huffed. 


The rain that was pouring down, wasn't too bad at least, the boat itself however was rocking pretty rough 
against the choppy waters. 


As the boat rocked more roughly, Kirk felt a bit nauseous. 

Before Kirk could even make it back downstairs, he puked on deck 

A few of the other guys laughed seeing this. 

"Jeez kid, you could have at least puked your brains out over the railing’ 


Les hadn't payed attention to this, since he was more focused on trying to get them back to shore in one 


piece anyways. 

Though when he came around again, to check on the rest of the boat, and making sure no one was about to 
fall off. It was startling for him when he suddenly slipped on deck. He landed on a bucket of bait, they used 
while they were fishing earlier, getting that all over himself as well. 


"Ah! Dude you slipped on that kids sick man!" 


The fingers were easily pointed to Kirk, with Kirk himself blushing brightly. 


It took Les a moment to realize he slipped and fell on vomit, well at least this wasn't the worst thing he'd ever 


gotten on him. 
Herb walked over, and helped Les back up again. 


"Was it really worth getting that ass, to be covered in worms and vomit?" Herb asked, as Les was propped 


back up to his feet. 

"Yep, I'd do it all over again too." Les said, without any hesitation 

Les's eyes looked over to Kirk, who definitely looked guilty. 

Les walked over, he was far more careful, as the boat finally pulled into the harbor. 
"Sorry." Kirk apologized, mostly for puking on Les's boat. 

"Eh don't worry about it, can | have a kiss though?~" Les smirked. 

Kirk blushed, then looked disgusted at the same time. 

"Fuck nol Not until you take a shower.." Kirk grimaced. 

That made Les laugh again, "come on just one little peck~" 

Kirk's eyes looked around, seeing everyone hopped off the boat, once they'd finally parked. 
Kirk frowned, but gave Les a small kiss on the cheek. 

That perked Les right up, as the two of them got off the boat as well. 

"They're so gross." Larry commented, as he stood next to Herb. 

"Guess that's what makes them perfect, right?" Herb teased. 

They watched as Les tried to give Kirk a hug, with Kirk himself running away like the devil was after him. 


"Just one hug Kirk!" Les pleaded, as Kirk yelled a bunch of obscenities at him. 


The End. 


